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"Look, chum. This entrance here is only for the
Services with tickets. WITH tickets ! "

In the distance we could hear singing. The Mass had
started.

" I've got to get in/' said the Corporal. " I've got
to. I've driven a hundred bloody miles for this/'

" I don't care if you've driven all the way from
Timbuktoo. If you've got no ticket you don't get in."

"FmanR.C., too/'

" You could be the Third Wise Man for all I care,
and if you had no ticket or weren't in the Services you
wouldn't get in."

" But I had a mucking ticket."

" Well, you mucking well haven't got one now."

"Come on, be a sport."

"I've got a job of work to do/' said the Military
Policeman.

He turned to the rest of us.

" Those in the Services with tickets gets in. The rest
stays out."

We were not in the Services, and we had no ticket.

"I'm ever so keen to get in," said the Corporal.
" And it is Christmas Day/'

" Oh, come on then," said the policeman.

We followed the Corporal into the chapel.

After the policeman had seen us in he leaned towards
the Corporal. Above the singing I heard him whisper:

" I bet you bloody never had a ticket."

"I bloody did," replied the Corporal.

Then they both turned towards the High Altar.

We were standing in a closely packed crowd in the
nave. Through a space between thick pillars I could
see the long white beard of the Patriarch. I looked
about. The chapel was bright and gaudy and over-